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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 


Samurai Dating 





Masahiko Tsugawa stars in the ultimate samurai movie,Heaven 


& Earth. This is actually one of his nicer moods. 





INSIDE : Screaming Catholic Girls, Madison Stone, Feminist Fu 


ave you heard about Couples 

Therapy? 
It’s just like marriage counsel- 
ing, but for people who aren’t mar- 
ried. Isn’t this great? You take ina 
movie, go out to eat, maybe a little 
late-night dancing, and then you 
stop by your psychiatrist’s office to 
scream at each other before cap- 
ping off the evening with a cap- 
puccino and cheesecake. : 

People are actually doing this. 
They’re going to shrinks as a part of 
dating. 

So I figured, “What the hell, it’s 
cheaper than a divorce,” so I asked 
Vida Stegall to doit with me. As you 
know, I’ve been considering Vida 
for years as a possible fifth ex-wife, 
and I thought this would be a good 
time to go to a complete stranger 
with her and talk about intimacy, 
sex, control of the relationship, 
money, careers, independence, the 
importance of childbearing, com- 
mitment and interpersonal commu- 
nications. 

In other words, I slept through 
the whole thing. 

I do remember the main parts of 
it, though. Our psychiatrist, Dr. 
Valerie Witherspoon, said to me, 
“Joe Bob, there are two ways that 
your relationship with Vida is dys- 
functional. You don’t know how to 
fight, and you don’t know how to 
listen.” 

And I said, “Okay, why don’t we 
take turns beating you up, and then 
we'll listen to how you feel about it? 








and mutual understanding. Or we can 
try a solution-oriented therapy, which 
would be nothing more than a quick fix. 
Which do you really want?” 

And I said, “Quick fix.” 

And she acted like that was the wrong 
answer. I mean, they want the man to 
be honest, and they don’t want the man 
to be honest. Which is it? 

You guys know what I’m talking 
about, don’t you? 

Speaking of brutal battles to the 
2p 7 a death, Ijust watched this Japanese flick 
8 called Heaven & Earth that I think is 
; the greatest samurai picture ever made. 

F | . | It’s about these two samurai warriors in 
? a = the 16th century who were so evenly 
: matched that neither one of em could 
ever defeat the other one. And so they 
constantly fought this chess match, us- 
ing the lives of warriors, priests, women 
and children as pieces. 

You ever noticed how, in samurai 
movies, nobody ever gets sentimental 
about death? When people die, they 
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Don’t ask where he got the helmet. Believe me, you don't 
wanna know. 
How about that?” 

This is when Vida and Valerie ganged up on me, 
claiming that I “avoid conflict” by “using jokes as a 
defense” and that it had caused our sex life to wither 
and die. 

And I got furious. “There are lots of couples who 
haven’t had sex since 1986. It’s a lot more common 
than you think. Those people that claim they do it 
every month are exaggerating.” 

So, as a way to make us feel closer, Dr. Valerie 
gave us this game where we were supposed to each 
write down “six distinct sexual activities” on pieces of 
paper, and then we would put em in a hat and mix em 
up, and draw one out, and whatever it said, that’s 
what we would do that night. So Vida wrote down six 
of em and I wrote down six of em, and the first one we 
drew out was “Take a sensual bubble bath together.” 

I liked this idea, because I’d just spent three days 
working on an oil rig and my body was jet-black. 

Vida didn’t seem to care much for it. 

The next night we drew out one of my sugges- 
tions: “Strap Vida buck nekkid to a two-by-four, turn 
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her upside down, and watch her try to get loose.” 

It would have worked, too, if ’d remembered to 
sand down the splinters first. 

Let’s not dwell on it. 

Anyhow, what it came down to, finally, is that 
Dr. Valerie kept getting madder and madder the 
more we went to “couples therapy,” and finally she 
said, “Mr. Briggs, there are two ways you can deal 
with this sort of problem. We can focus on your inter- 
personal dynamics with Vida, examining the psycho- 
dynamic systems you've created between each other. 
This might result in a lasting relationship, full of love 
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really die—and it’s hard to watch. That’s why I think 
its a bum rap that these movies are constantly 
criticized for being so violent. Isn’t it better to see a 
death that looks like a real death, the kind that 
makes you sick to see it, instead of seeing a death like 
in Gunsmoke, where you kinda go, “Oh well, he 
deserved it, so what?” 

Anyhow, the two samurai kings are Kagetora, 
one of those guys who’s so holy he dedicates his life 
to the gods and swears to stay a virgin all his life, and 
when he has to kill somebody, he goes wandering 
around in the woods afterwards, punishing himself. 
But when it’s time for war, he’s the first to strike, but 
only to protect his people. 

Takeda, on the other hand, is the Donald Trump 
of samurai warriors. He’s trying to expand his em- 
pire until he rules all Japan. He tries to overwhelm 
anybody who gets in his way, and has a lot of 
rednecks working for him who he pays off in gold. 

The great thing about this movie, though, is the 
battle sequences. They must have 10,000 extras in 
some of these scenes, most of them in full armor and 
on horseback. But unlike most war movies, you can 
actually see what’s happening in the battle. It’s 
amazing. You have these two giant armies coming 
together on a battlefield the size of Wisconsin, and 
because of the way they’re directed, you can see the 
entire progress of the battle. ’'ve never seen this in 
any movie. 

Great acting, too, especially by Takaaki Enoki as 
Kagatora, Masahiko Tsugawaas Takeda, and Atsuko 
Asano and Naomi Zaizen as the love interests. Stuart 
Whitman does the narration. 

[have a question. Why are the Japanese hanging 
around Hollywood, buying up stuff like Housesitter, 
when they can make movies like this? (By the way, 
the 16th-century Japan in this movie is actually 
western Canada, where the movie was filmed.) 

One hundred and six dead bodies. No breasts. 
Giant rolling fireballs. Flaming villages. Three 
battles. Jousting. Hand-to-hand combat. Gratuitous 
flute playing. Spear Fu. Flaming arrow Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Tsunehiko Watase, 
as the loyal advisor Usami, for saying “Even brothers 
are subject to fate—you were born to be a ruler—war 
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is your destiny” and “His spirit is weak! How can he 
think that way and survive?”; Takaaki Enoki, as the 
sad dreamy samurai Kagetora, for saying “Is 
everyone's future preordained?” and “A fair fight is 
not always practical”; and Haruki Kadokawa, the 
director, executive producer, and co-screenwriter, 
for doing it the drive-in way. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Video Quickies 


Blood Harvest: The only starring role for Tiny Tim isin yet 
another horror flick based on Ed Gein, the famous mass-murder- 
ing maniac from rural Wisconsin who liked to hang bodies up in 
his barn, dress em like deer, and use various body parts as 
articles of furniture. (This one was even filmed i in rural Wiscon- — 


home toher childhood on where she Gade her soronie missing 
and decides to hang around the house waiting for them to turn — 
up. This was the first in a series of one movies for Itonia, despite - 
avery plausible performance as the scream interest. Tiny Tim’s _ 
performance is great as the eccentric neighbor who has worn - 
clown makeup ever since his parents were killed under myste- 
rious circumstances, and Dean West is also good as Itonia’s | 
whiny ex-boyfriend. Six dead bodies. Fourteen breasts. Taree 
stars. 

Auntie Lee’s Meat Pies (1991): Am I the only one wo! s 
noticed this, but does Karen Black look more and more like 
Louise Lasser, as her face continues to melt in each new movie 
she makes? In this one she’s the satanic dorm mother for a 
hacienda full of bimbos in mini-skirts who lure men to the 
premises so they can be ground into hamburger and sold as meat 
pies. Pat Morita is the slow-on-the-uptake police chief. Michael © 
Berryman is the retarded geek handyman. And the whole thing 
is played more for comedy than gore, with Kristine Anne Rose, 
Ava Fabian, Teri Weigel, Pia Reyes and Petra Verkaik 
strutting through the movies like music-video vixens, grinding, 
chopping, and tenderizing passing mowoniats. Ten dead bodies. 
Four breasts. Three stars. 

Of Flesh and Blood: This exceedingly strange Medea 
white flick is based on the life of legendary porn star John 
Holmes, who died of AIDS after a life of heroin addiction, 
prostitution, drug dealing, informing on his friends, petty theft, 
pimping, and sponging off so many rich low-lifes he gave a new 
meaning to the word “sleazy.” Most of the amateur actors, 
playing motel-dwelling white trash and vicious murderers, give © 
you the creeps because they seem to really believe in their - 
performances. The punk/jazz music is also very creepy, and 
includes the song “Spank Me (With Your Love Monkey)” per- 
formed by No Trend. Jeff Mentges photographed, edited, 
produced and directed, and seems to have based the movie on a 
Rolling Stone article about Holmes. Five dead bodies. Nobreasts._ 

_ Three stars. 





In the best feminist flick of "92, we have lingerie, and we have... 


screaming Catholic Girls 


EK very so often I get a bunch of feminist mail, 
claiming that the media is anti-female, and the 
movies are anti-female, and TV shows are anti- 
female, and all the advertising images are anti- 
female, and that I’m contributing to it, and blah blah 
blah blah blah. 

So let’s take a look at it, starting with... 

TV shows. 

Who’s the dimwit jerk in every sitcom ever 
made? 


Dad! 
What does dad do in every sitcom ever made for 






the last ten years? He sits in a chair, rattling his 
newspaper, trying to make sure he doesn’t screw up 
again. He’s a weenie. His wife makes fun of him. His 
kids make fun of him. If a sitcom dad in the 1990’s 
says, “Son, let’s have a talk,” we know that it’s a set- 
up for a joke. The son is gonna say something like, 
“Oh sure, Dad, I guess you wanna tell me how great 
the Beatles were, huh?” 
In other words, Dad is a complete buffoon. 
Now let’s look at the modern sitcom mom. What 
does Mom do? Mom solves everybody’s problems. 
She makes fun of Dad. When life gets to be too much 
for her, everyone gathers around and tries to com- 
fort her, because they know that, if she’s acting 
cranky, she has a good reason for it. A lot of times, in 
the modern sitcom, there’s not a Dad anyway, so all 
the load is on Mom. And even when she’s exhausted, 


Joy Tanner (left) and Nikki DeBoer are two good Catholic girls comparing 
lingerie in Prom Night IV: Deliver Us From Evil. 


she’s in touch with her real true feelings—unlike 
Dad, who’s in the back room watching sports on TV, 
acting like nothing’s wrong. And who does Mom 
always have to try to control? 

Her sons. 

The daughters slink around the living room 
saying witty things, while the sons are out flinging 
basketballs through neighbors’ windows. (The sons 
are obviously in training to grow up and be jerk 
dads.) 

Boy, those TV writers—they really pick on women, 
don’t they? 

a How about the 
movies? Sharon Stone, 
Linda Hamilton, Susan 
Sarandon—you call 
any of these weak 
women? There are 
probably fifty movies a 
year now called “erotic 
thrillers,” which are 
basically about how 
some bad-to-the-bone 
female uses her beauty 
and intelligence to com- 
pletely manipulate and 
dominate a dimwit 
man. Even horror mov- 
ies make the men look 
stupid and the women 
look intelligent. Ever 
since the original Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre, 
it’s always the woman 
who survives—and she 
survives by her intelli- 
gence and willpower (because she’s never as physi- 
cally strong as the psycho). 

How about the media? To use one example, the 
media commentators were furious a couple weeks 
ago when Joan Lunden was ordered to pay $18,000 
a month in alimony to her ex-husband. But the guy’s 
court case was very simple: he had spent several 
years of his life devoting himself totally to his wife’s 
career. In other words, he’d taken time out from his 
own career to contribute value to her life. I would 
think any true feminist would say, “That’s right. 
That’s the exact reason why women should get 
generous alimony when they devote years of their 
lives to a man’s career.” But, in fact, the media 
thought this guy should not get it, even though the 
facts were exactly the same as in a classic female 
appeal for alimony. Because he was this dirty thing— 


he was (oh my God, I shudder to say it) a man! 

Every once in a while I'll read a bunch of new 
plays from the so-called “regional theater.” Talk 
about your male-bashing. I’ve never seen so many 
whining wimps from the suburbs in my life. 

So these women that write the letters to me— 
What the heck are they talking about? 

I really wanna know this. Somebody tell me. 

Speaking of people with a warped sense of real- 
ity, those wacky Canadians have done it again. 
They’ve produced the third sequel to Prom Night, 
and they’ve even thrown in a bunch of Catholic stuff 
to make it the Canadian version of The Exorcist, so 
that, just when you thought it was safe to go back to 
the video store, here comes... 

Prom Night IV: Deliver Us From Evil. 

This is the most realistic one they’ve ever made. 
The Catholic church has kept a demon-possessed 
mass-murdering priest chained up in the dungeon of 
a church for thirty-four years. It seems that, back in 
1957, Father Jonas used to sneak out of the monas- 
tery at night to “save the sluts and whores’—by 
sneaking up on high school couples who were in 
flagrante aardvarkus, if you know what I mean and 
I think you do, and slashing their throats with a 
giant crucifix switchblade and then burning them 
up. Then he would go back to a secret cave in the 
bowels of the monastery and watch his hands and 
feet bleed. 

So the Catholic church decides to do what any 
reasonable person would do. They keep Father Jonas 
drugged out of his gourd, strapped to a bed twenty- 
four hours a day, until he looks like Charles Manson 
inacoma. ~~ 

Unfortunately, the priest in charge of Father 
Jonas’ drug treatments eventually dies, and a new, 
younger priest is put in charge, and one day he 
thinks, “Oh, what the heck, maybe I won’t give him 
his medication today,” and... 

That’s right. 

Teenager-on-a-stick. 

On prom night two high school couples go to a 
remote building that just happens to be an old 
monastery converted into a vacation home, and 
pretty soon we've got a couple of Catholic girls 
running around screaming in their underwear. 

One thing I like about these Prom Night movies 
is that they keep the same theme going through all 
the sequels—namely, that the high school students 
always get burned up ina fireball at some point in the 
story. I think every movie should have a theme, and 
“getting burned up in a fireball” is one of my favor- 
ites. 

Nine dead bodies. Three breasts. Throat slash- 
ing. Crucifix crushing. Garroting. Head smashing. 
Sword through the foot. Crucifix through the heart. 
Four fireballs, with explosion. Bleeding palms. Ex- 
ploding priest. Convent girls modelling lingerie. 
Multiple aardvarking. Roach Killer Fu. Drive-In 
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James Carver, as Father Jonas, gets a little 
carried away trying to “save the sluts.” 


Academy Award nominations for James Carver, as 
Father Jonas the psycho demon-possessed priest, for 
saying “Help me, Holy Father, to save the sluts and 
whores”; Ken McGregor, as the elderly keeper of the 
psycho priest, for saying “All we can do is keep the 
demon contained—he is evil beyond imagination— 
protect the Church—tell no one”; Joy Tanner, as the 
slutty convent girl who goes out to. get firewood 
wearing a strapless mini-dress; Nikki DeBoer, as the 
good Catholic church who prepares to lose her vir- 
ginity on prom night, but ends up battling Father 
Jonas to the death instead, for being one of the 
greatest screamers in film history, and for saying 
“Forgive me, Father, for how much fun I’m going to 
have tonight.” 

Three and a half stars. | 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Victory Over Communism! 


The Bessemer City Drive-In, on State High- | 
way 161 in Bessemer City, North Carolina, had 
another great season and still respects the old 
traditions that began when the place opened in 
1949. You can only order two drinks at the conces- 
sion stand—Coke or Mello Yello—and they hold a 
twenty-five-dollar drawing between features ev- 
ery night. Real estate man Bill Stinnett owns the 
place and stays till 3 a.m. to lock up. “We’re here. 
We're busy,” he says. “Ten cars or 100, we'll give 
them a show.” Pete Nelson of Morganton, North 
Carolina, and Dean Williams of Boone, North 
Carolina, remind us that, with eternal vigilance, 
the drive-in will never die. 















here are now not 

one, not two, but 
three magazines de- 
voted to the “scream 
queens” of low-budget 
movies, even though 
the best one, Femme 
Fatales, chose not to 
use the term “scream 
queen” in its first is- 
sue. “The ‘scream 
queen tag,” writes edi- 
tor Bill George, “is as 
much an antique as 
the 8mm projector and 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
€he ouf€-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 


interviews with 
Jamie Lee Curtis 
(of course), Rachel 
Ward (who comes 
across as very bitter 
as she complains a- 
bout the scarcity of 
female roles), Bar- 
bara Crampton (the 
classically-trained 
soap-opera star best 
known for Re-Anima- 
tor and From Be- 
yond), Fred Olen 
Ray (director of 


mood ring. The films of David DeCoteau and Fred twenty low-budget classics), Linnea Quigley (who 


Olen Ray introduced an assertive breed of female 


Scream Queen 
Brinke Stevens 


Votume 7 Number 7 


characters, interpreted by actresses associated with 
strength as well as sex appeal; they no longer func- 
tion as screamers.” To which we say, “What? Huh? 
Say that again, Bill.” We didn’t know it was such a 
put-down. Anyhow, the first issue features our good 
buddy Brinke Stevens on the cover and includes 





We can’t imagine what their marketing plan is. 


claims she’s retiring from B movies), Shannon Day 


(of TV’s Teenage Cavegirl), Kim 
Cattrall (talking about how she put 
alittle sexin Star Trek VI), Veronica 
Carlson (the British stunner who 
starred in several Dracula movies in 
the late sixties and early seventies), 
Robey (star of the Friday the 13th 
TV series), and Michelle Bauer 
(whose family gives her grief about 
doing nudity). Femme Fatales is pub- 
lished by the same company that 
puts out Cinefantastique, and it has 
the same slick graphics and photog- 
raphy. The production is beautiful. 
Brinke and Michelle are regular col- 
umnists, and a recurring theme in 
all the comments of the femmes 
fatales is that they would like there 
to be less violence and gratuitous 
nudity in these movies. This seems a 
little weird to us. The magazine is 
also a little fawning in its reporting 
at times. When some of these women 
go on about their “art,” it can get to be 
a little much. Femme Fatales is a 
sixty-two-page quarterly available 
for $5.50 on newsstands, or $18 a 
year, from: Femme Fatales, P.O. Box 
270, Oak Park, IL 603038. You can 
also call 1-800-798-6515. Charter 
subscribers get a glossy autographed 
eight-by-ten of Brinke Stevens. 
€ 

Once again people are claiming 
they've seen a “snuff” film. An Asian 
movie called Guinea Pig is circulat- 
ing on the West Coast, with scenes that are suppos- 
edly actual on-screen murders. Apparently it’s so 
convincing that two people have reported the film to 
the FBI—Charlie Sheen, the actor, and Rif 
Coogan, writer/director of The Invisible Maniac. 
The FBI investigated, tracing distribution of the film 
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to Chas. Balun, editor of the horror magazine Deep 
Red, but after Balun claimed that the film was fiction 
and that its special effects were simply well ex- 
ecuted, FBI experts looked at it frame by frame and 
concluded that, no, it was not a “snuff” film after all. 
What’s amazing is that people keep using this same 
trick, in order to sell films that otherwise no one 
would look twice at—and 
it keeps working! The 
whole story was related 
in a recent issue of Film 
Threat Video Guide, the 
feisty and authoritative 
guide to underground 
films, edited by David E. 
Williams. A recent issue 
also included interviews 
with Jorg Buttgereit, 
director of the gross-out 
classics Nekromantik (sex 
with corpses) and Der 
Todesking (graphic sui- 
cides); Mark Headley, 
producer of Nudist Colo- 
ny of the Dead; and 
Charles Pinion, splat- 
terpunk creator of Metal 
Noir and Twisted Issues. 
To get the ninety-two- 
page pulp quarterly, send 
$12 for a year to: FTVG 
Subscriptions, P.O. Box 
3170, Los Angeles, CA 
90078-3170. 
€ 

J. Adler, the offical 
reporter on “The Deuce” 
(New York’s 42nd Street), 
is hanging in there, fight- 
ing the good fight with 
his zine Grindhouse (“Where the Blood Hits the 
Fan!”), even though there are only six genuine 
grindhouses left on the street. (All the rest are 
victims of the so-called Times Square “clean-up” 
campaign, replacing perfectly good commercial tax- 
paying theaters with non-profit lesbian ballet com- 
panies.) When we last checked in with Adler, he was 
hanging out at the Harris, the Lyric and the Selwyn. 
(The other three play only porn: the Roxy 3, Roxy 
Twin and Harem.) He reports on not just the mov- 
ies—stuff like Blonde Emmanuelle, The Killer and 
Peeping Tom—but on the audience reactions, too. (In 
Stone Cold, when Brian Bosworth says “I just got 
out of the pen—I served my time,” one of the bikers 
replies, “Pretty boy like you, must have been some 
painful time.” This line got “wild applause from the 
42nd Street Grindhouse audience of minorities who 
probably served some painful time as well.”) 
Grindhouse is six-to-eight typewritten pages, and 





Madison Stone, emoting. 


ig 


comes out “whenever the f--- we feel like it,” at $5 for 
four issues, payable to: J. Adler, P.O. Box 1870, New 
York, NY 10156. 

€ 

Ever since we ran her photo as part of the Drive- 
In Academy Awards issue, people have been asking 
us, “Who is that girl?” Her name is Madison Stone, 
and that’s her gyrating 
onthe runway in the pub- 
licity photo for Naked Ob- 
session, which won the 
1991 Hubbie for Best 
Flick. In her big scene in 
that movie—which was 
her film debut—she’s in- 
troduced by cult director 
Fred Olen Ray, who 
plays asleazy topless bar 
deejay, as “our nasty lady 
Jezebel.” Fred appar- 
ently liked her, because 
right after making that 
movie (for director Dan 
Golden), Fred cast her 
in a leading role in his 
own movie, Evil Toons. 

€ 

Of all the things you 
find in cheap fanzines, 
what we love most is the 
no-brainer interviews 
with no-brainer punk 
bands. A Connecticut 
band called TSS—it 
stands for either “The 
Sons of Satan” or “Toxic 
Shock Syndrome,” but 
they can’t decide which— 
is profiled in a recent is- 
sue of TTTTTTTTTTT 
(motto: “The Unpronounceable Zine”) and now hold 
the world record for the /ongest time spent talking 
without ever actually saying anything. Here’s a 
sample: 

Sue: Do you want to know what we do for a 
living? 

Matt (interviewer): Uh, yeah. What do you really 
do for a living? 

Sue: I live with my mother and I’m a bum. But I 
go to school. 

Matt (band member): I go to school. 

Rick: Nothing. 

Phil: Huh? 

Matt (band member): He makes pancakes at 
Bickford’s. 

TTTTTTTTTTT is put out by K. Sanneh, who 
will send you the latest sloppy ten-page typewritten 
copy for 25 cents and two stamps: K. Sanneh, P.O. 
Box 788, Wallingford, CT 06492. 


This time I’m definitely, positively, truly, deeply in love—really 


Our Perfect Loveis... Whoops! 


hat’s the number-one thing you do to make 
certain you'll get a divorce later? 
That’s right. 
Tell People Magazine how wonderfully in love 
you are and how you've found the perfect lover/ 
friend/soulmate that you want to spend the rest of 
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your life with. 

Why do people do this? 

Do they like pain or what? 

Hasn’t anybody figured out that almost everyone 
who does this ends up getting divorced, separated, 
blown up, whatever, within two years? 

Remember Leon Isaac Kennedy and Jayne 


Kennedy? 

Remember Mark Gastineau and Brigitte Nielsen? 

Remember Burt Bachrach and Carole Bayer 
Sager? 

Remember—better get a barf bag for this one— 
remember David Birney and Meredith Baxter- 
Birney? 

It’s almost an absolute rule, like 
God made it or something: 

Any couple which goes around 
slobbering all over each other in the 
media will be ripped asunder. 

What made me think of it is 
another “We’re so much in love” cover 
of People last week—with Princess 
Stephanie of Monaco and her body- 
guard-turned-fiance Daniel Ducruet, 
talking about their love child while 
they frolic in the surf. 

I wish them well. I really do. I 
hope they get married and stay to- 
gether for fifty years. But why do 
they say things like this? 

She: “It is a happiness of such 
intensity, there are no words to ex- 
plain it.” 

He: “The first time we met, we 
exchanged a glance, and we couldn't 
stop looking at each other. And now 
a baby is going to emerge from that 
lovely little belly.” 

She: “He helped me greatly to 
grow up. He really loves me for my- 
self.” 

He: “Each of us lived what had to 
be lived [while dating other people 
the last four years], but we remained 
very close to each other, in our hearts, 
at least.” 

She: “Our children will not be 
unhappy.” 

I mean, even if they believe these 
things, even if they say them to each 
other, why would anybody tell a re- 
porter these things, to be printed, 
saved, stored in an archive some- 
where? 

Let’s say they have a fight. Don’t get me wrong. 
I hope they never have a fight. But, just assuming 
they’re like 99 per cent of people who get married, 
let’s suppose they might have a fight somewhere 
down the line. 

All of those public statements become weapons 


for the fighters. 

He: “I thought you said it was the most intense 
love you'd ever felt.” 

She: “You said you could never stop looking at 
me. But I don’t see that in your eyes anymore.” 

He: “It was me who taught you how to grow up. 
You said so yourself.” 

She: “I thought you loved me for myself. 
Obviously I was wrong.” 

He: “I thought you said the child would never be 
unhappy. Look at him. He’s constantly crying. Whose 
fault is that?” 

Isn’t it fairly simple to see how, if you start 
blabbing about personal stuff to the whole world, it 
turns back on you? 

Wouldn't it be better just to say stuff like, “I love 
you and I'll always love you,” but do it privately? So 
that everything is based on the feeling, and not the 
announcement of the feeling? 

In other words, when the guy from People Maga- 
zine shows up, slam the goldurn door in his face. 

Believe me. It'll help your marriage. 


“Uy, Drive-In Theater GY 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

August 1: The entire month of August is the annual “Movie 
Channel Challenge,” in which The Movie Channel doesn’t repeat a 
single film, and ends up showing more than 420 pictures. Drive-In 
Theater begins the month with Last Call, a 1990 thriller starring 
William Katt as a businessman trying to get back at two brutal 
crooks, Joseph Campanella and Matt Roe, who duped him, and 
Shannon Tweed as the beautiful erotic “performance artist” who 
has her own reasons for wanting revenge on those guys. Includes 
a sex scene between Roe and the always-young Stella Stevens. 
Two stars. (Second feature: Party Incorporated: Marilyn Cham- 
bers starts a “party service” in this Chuck Vincent sex comedy 
that has very little sex in it and even less comedy. One star.) 

August 8: Ring of Fire: Black-belt kickboxing champeen Don 
“The Dragon” Wilson is a mild-mannered Chinese doctor in this 
“Don’t mess with my sister” revenge story that pits the bigoted 
Venice Beach muscle builders against the principled Chinatown 
contingent. Maria Ford is the beautiful Anglo girl Don falls in love 
with, creating a “Romeo and Juliet” subplot. Fairly lame, with some 
good martial-arts sequences. One star. (Second feature: Crash and 
Burn: Sci-fi horror tale set in 2030, when the ozone layer has been 
so damaged that the earth is a wasteland, and the survivors huddle 
together in an old, barely-functioning TV station in the California 
desert, wondering who’s human and who’s a robot spy pretending 
to be human. Starring Paul Ganus, Megan Ward and Bill 
Moseley. Two stars.) 

August 15: Moon 44: Slow-developing, but ultimately very 
emotional sci-fi thriller, set in the year 2038, starring Michael 
Pare as an undercover officer sent to a distant moon to find out who 
is stealing mining shuttles. “Moon 44” is a training site for convicts 
who fly fighter planes in return for a reduction in their sentences, 
but the terrain is filled with canyons and smoke, so the only way to 
navigate the planes is with computer whiz kids connected to the 
pilots by two-way radios, leading to a whole lot of conflict between 
the nerds and the cons. Excellent performances by Dean Devlin 
as a worldly-wise navigator, Brian Thompson as the meanest 
convict, and Stephen Geoffreys as a drug-dealing navigator. 
Directed by German Roland Emmerich. Three stars. (Second 
feature: Snake Eater IT) 

August 22: Mirror, Mirror, Steel and Lace 

August 29: Assault of the Killer Bimbos, Ms. 45 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Miscellaneous 

Dancin’ Grannies 1992 calendar, Stephen King oe 
“Fatal Visions” 1992 calendar for the weird at heart, emergency 
condom keychain, horror movie stickers, Funny Pages, sexy girl 
1992 poster calendar, Telegraph Avenue Street 1992 Calendar, 
1992 Rhino calendar, puzzler games (2), The Movie Channel 
balloons, Loadstar Commodore discs, Dallas Mavericks ‘89-90 
team calendars, Dallas Mavericks ‘90-91 team calendar, Charlie 
Foxe stickers (10), various postcards, Centrum wristwatch 
wallet, face stamps, The Movie Channel frisbees (3), Weekend at 
Bernie’s cardboard stand-up (3), Deceptions slidestrip, “Free 
Bird” 1991 calendar (2), “Lefty” calendar, ’87 Dallas Cowboy 
Cheerleaders calendars (4), Oklahoma Sooners giant #1 hand, 
Footman Ripoffs cartoon book/memo pad. 

Buttons : 

Bored in the USA!, Joe Bob Briggs For President, Critters 
2,A Nightmare on Elm Street 2, A Nightmare on Elm Street 3, 
Tremors, Bon Jovi, RATT, Total Recall, Flat Duo Jets, Misery is 
coming!, Night of the Living Dead, Action Jackson, Who is 
Darkman?, We’ ve Got Fun For Everyone, _ OP. 

Hats : 

The Movie Channel visor, Baseball ee Ante 
Parts, VM02 DA NANG, David Beard’s Catfish King, peste 
Brisket Cases, camouflage hunting hat (2). 
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“Excuse me, Mr. Police Chief, but will you be grading on a curve?” 


Just Write Up a Goldurn Test 


long about 1985, a bunch of officials got to- 
gether in New York City Hall to decide what 
the passing grade should be for the entrance exam to 
the Police Academy. 
They didn’t make this decision until after every- 
one had taken the test. 
The designers of the test said the passing grade 
should be 89. Anybody below that shouldn’t be a 
police officer. These were Civil Service officials who 


believe in a strict best-man-for-the-job (or best- 
woman-for-the-job) standard. 

But the police chief disagreed. He said the pass- 
ing grade should be 82. 

Now why would the police chief, who obviously 
wants the best cops he can get, argue for a lower 
passing grade? 

Because, if the passing grade was 82, he would 
get a high percentage of blacks and Hispanics, and 
he needed those minorities in order to satisfy politi- 
cal pressures that were on him at the time. 





The city’s Personnel Commissioner finally sug- 
gested a compromise—a passing grade of 85—and 
this is what was accepted. 

Okay. Happens all the time, right? But here’s my 
question. 

We've had this problem for, what, twenty years 
now? It started in the seventies when people started 
claiming that tests—all kinds of tests, but especially 
college entrance exams and civil service exams— 
were “racially biased.” 

Okay, I'll buy that. You can have 
questions on a test that have refer- 
ences to one culture, and another 
culture might not understand it. 

But now we've had twenty years 
to make up tests that are not cultur- 
ally biased. So what’s the problem? 
Are people refusing to improve the 
tests? Is this such a big deal? 

If the question has a bunch of 
references to German wines in it, 
and the person taking the test has 
never drunk anything other than 
Welch’s Grape Juice, then obviously 
the wording needs to be changed. If 
the question uses academic lan- 
guage normally used only by the 
Royal Shakespeare Company, then 
obviously it needs to be American- 
ized. If the question refers to dead 
people that only a white person 
would care about—like Liberace— 
then obviously it needs to be up- 
dated. 

So did we do this? 

Is it such a hard job? 

I think I could write a three- 
hour test that used questions that 
didn’t have a single cultural refer- 
ence in them—in other words, a 
completely racially-unbiased test. 
So why can’t the Educational Test- 
ing Service do this? And why can’t the Civil Service 
Commission do this? 

In other words, why don’t we just do it? (I’m 
serious. If you’re a test-design expert, and you're 
reading this, please write in and tell me why you 
haven't done it.) 

And then, if we did this, and the passing grade 
was 89, then the goldurn passing grade would stay 
89. 

Because we'd know the test is fair. 

Isn’t this the American way? 


tt}, Joe Bob Can’t Wait For... YH, 


Ross Perot: Straight Talk: David Frost’s hour-long interview 
with the presidential candidate originally aired on PBS. The tape 
also includes additional biographical footage. Vestron. $12.98. June 
30. 

Amityville 1992: It’s About Time: Unlikely horror sequel in 
which the Amityville horror is not even in Amityville anymore, or 
even close—it’s in suburban California, where a businessman 
returns from New York with a clock from an Amityville antique 
store, places it on the mantle, and unleashes supernatural forces 
that turn innocent girls into sadistic killers and turns family 
members against one another. Starring Stephen Macht, former 
Miss Universe Shawn Weatherly and Megan Ward. 
Directed by Tony Randel, of Hellbound: Hellraiser 2 
fame. Republic. $89.98. July 16. 

Child of Darkness, Child of Light: Supernatural 
thriller about a young priest who discovers a terrible 
secret when he is sent to investigate the mysterious 
pregnancies of two parishioners. Starring Anthony 
John Denison, Sela Ward, Brad Davis. Paramount. 
July 16. 

Tiger Claws: Martial-arts thriller starring Cynthia 
Rothrock and Jalal Merhi as renegade cops investi- 
gating murders in New York’s Chinatown, where the 
most lethal forms of combat are taught in underground 
“Tiger” schools. Also starring Bolo Yeung. MCA Uni- 
versal. $89.98 (video). $34.98 (laserdisc). July 16. 

Murder 101: Murder mystery starring Pierce 
Brosnan as an English professor who gives his students 
the assignment to plan an unsolvable murder, only to 
find himself framed for a real murder. Also starring Dey 
Young. MCA Universal. $89.98. July 16. 

Triplecross: Comedy starring Ted Wass, Markie 
Post and Gary Swanson as ex-cops who strike it rich, 
retire, then join up to solve the perfect murder. ABC. 
$79.95. July 16. 

Until the End of the World: Offbeat thriller starring 
William Hurt as an international fugitive travelling the 
world collecting images in a revolutionary camera that 
blendsimages with emotions and memories, with Solveig 
Donmartin as a jaded party girl pursuing him, Jeanne 
Moreau as his mother, and Max Von Sydow as his father. 
Directed by Wim Wenders. Warner. $92.99 (video). $34.98 
(laserdisc). July 22. 

Barbarian Queen II: The Empress Strikes Back: Lana 
Clarkson returns as Princess Athalia, stripped of her power and 
imprisoned by her depraved brother, forced to lead a band of female 
rebels against an army of brutal soldiers. Live. $89.98. July 29. 

Code Name: Chaos: Comedy about spies on a tropical island 
plotting to throw the world into a crisis. Starring Alice Krige, 
Brian Kerwin, Diane Ladd, David Warner, Robert Loggia. 
Live. $89.98. July 29. 

The Last of His Tribe: Mystery thriller starring Graham 
Greene as one of the last Indian tribesmen left in the wilds of 
California in 1911, Jon Voight and Anne Archer as a doctor and 
wife trying to unlock the secrets of a tribe before it becomes extinct. 
HBO. $89.99. July 29. 

MGM: When the Lion Roars: Three-volume set of MGM film 
clips and archive footage, commentary from stars, and other studio 
memorabilia, hosted by Patrick Stewart. Originally premiered on 
Turner Network Television as the second highest rated documen- 
tary in history. MGM/UA. $19.98 each. $69.98 for all three volumes. 
July 29. 

Obsessive Love: Thriller starring Yvette Mimieux as a lonely 
woman, obsessed with soap opera star Simon MacCorkindale, 
who tracks him down, seduces him, then starts getting violent. Also 
starring Kin Shriner, Lainie Kazan. Live. $59.98. July 29. 

Rush: Video release of the seamy drug thriller starring Jason 
Patric and Jennifer Jason Leigh as undercover narcotics offic- 
ers who fall in love and start getting high together while trying to 
bring down a suspected drug lord played by Gregg Allman. 
Soundtrack by Eric Clapton. Based ona true story that happened 









Bridget Fonda (left) with roo 
Jason Leigh. 


in Tyler, Texas. MGM/UA. $94.99. July 29. 

Confessions of a Serial Killer: Docudrama based on the “true 
story” of Henry Lee Lucas, who confessed to more than 200 
murders but then turned out to be a liar, starring Daniel Ray 
Hawkins as Lucas, as he’s tracked down by the Texas Rangers. 
New Horizons. July 30. 

Raiders of the Sun: Futuristic sci-fi thriller starring Richard 
Norton as a warrior trying to restore world order after a biological 
disaster has ruined the planet. Also starring Brigitta Stenberg, 
Rick Dean. New Horizons. July 30. 

Single White Female: Psychological thriller starring Bridget 


mmate-from-hell Jennifer 


Fonda as a woman who breaks up with her boyfriend and, to avoid 
losing her apartment on Manhattan’s Upper West Side, advertises 
for a roommate, who turns out to be the very strange Jennifer 
Jason Leigh. Directed by Barbet Schroeder, from the novel 
SWF Seeks Same by John Lutz. Columbia. Aug. (theatrical). 

Bram Stoker’s Dracula: Francis Ford Coppola tackles the 
original 1897 novel by Bram Stoker, in an erotic version starring 
Gary Oldman as the charismatic vampire who journeys from 
Transylvania to London, drawn by an innocent young woman who 
is the double image of the love that he lost four centuries earlier. 
Also starring Winona Ryder, Keanu Reeves, Anthony Hopkins, 
Bill Campbell. Columbia. Aug. (theatrical). 

Rampage: Thriller starring Michael Biehn as a district 
attorney seeking the death sentence, even though it compromises 
his liberal beliefs, against accused serial killer Alex McArthur, 
who claims he brutally killed five people because he heard voices 
and had the irrational fear that he was being poisoned. Directed by 
William Friedkin, of The Exorcist and The French Connection 
fame, the film was made in 1987 but held up due to legal entangle- 
ments created by the closing of DeLaurentiis Entertainment. 
Miramax. Late summer (theatrical). 

Terminator 2: Judgment Day: Arnold Schwarzenegger is 
back for a third time. First he broke 1991 theatrical box-office 
records. Then this movie became the biggest-selling rental title of 
all time. And now it’s being reissued at a “sell-through” price for 
collectors. Live. $19.98. Aug. 5. 

Deadly Game: Thriller starring Roddy McDowall as a hid- 
eously burned millionaire who lures seven people to spend the 
weekend on his isolated island so that he can hunt them down one 
by one. Also starring Jenny Seagrove, Marc Singer, Michael 
Beck. Paramount. Aug. 6. 
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Dear Joe Bob— 

Did you know that there’s something called 
(don’t laugh) herstory? I’m not making this up. 
Apparently, a whole slew of feminists got together 
and decided that the word “history” is sexist in its 
connotations. So now we have both history and 
herstory. 

So now, in addition to the differences men and 
women have biologically and socially, men and women 
also will have different (pardon me for the gross 
sexism) histories. Albert Einstein—he’s in that book 
over there; Marie Curie—she’s in that one. Eleanor 
Roosevelt—she was married to that president... you 
know, what’s-his-name? Didn’t Walter Mondale run 
for the presidency with a woman ... you know, 
what’s-her-name? 

You can see how this can get really ridiculous 
really fast. Men and women share a common his- 
tory—it’s foolish to think otherwise—and this kind 
of nonsense can only lead to further alienation on the 
part of both sexes. 

What were these people thinking about? Obvi- 
ously they didn’t spend a lot of time and effort on this 
new idea. Apparently, the ersatz geniuses who came 
up with this stuff are unaware of the history of a 
discipline other than history—linguistics. The word 
“history” is derived from the Greek word “historia.” 

Which is feminine in gender, by the way. 

Honestly— 

Robin Anderson 

St. Paul, Minn. 
Dear Robin: 

Actually, ’'m glad those ladies are spending all 
day long going through books, crossing out “history” 
and sticking in “herstory.” It keeps em busy. 


Dear Blatant Idiot, 

As evidenced by your latest “column” which 
appeared in the Comic Times (which is the only 
appropriate place for such as piece of spurious trash) 
pretended to deal with historical contentions of a 
New York history professor but in fact only dealt 
with the Neanderthal babblings of a (beered up?) 
Texan who has obviously not studied any history 
other than the legend of Davie Crockett, Jim Bowie 
and the rest of the Alamo, “Patriot Racists.” 

Normally I would not deign to reply to a fool such 
as yourself as I know that it would serve no purpose. 
But for some reason I[ feel compelled to try, even 
though I’m sure it will be to no avail, so here it goes. 

Facts: 

1. Monotheism, i.e. the one supreme God family 
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Some things ale Sacfed... 


of religion out of which grew Judaism, Christianity 
and Islam, was originated in Egypt by black Afri- 
cans. | 7 

2. Western science, mathematics and astronomy 
also trace their orgins back to Egypt (as evidenced by 
the precise measurements used in the construction 
of the Great Pyramid of Cheops), at a time when 
“civilized” Euro-peons were living in caves and roast- 
ing each other on spits. 

3. Osiris, an Egyptian king, is generally credited 
with giving humanity the “arts” of civilization, i.e. 
the cultivation of cereal grains, grapevines, wine- 
making and the brewing of beer, all of which are 
quite well-documented. (But I’d never expect an 
idiot such as yourself to do any serious research as 
you seem to be quite content to blow racist hot air.) 

4. Napolean Bonaparte, when he took his expe- 
ditionary army into Egypt upon finding the magnifi- 
cent monuments with blatantly black African fea- 
tures (broad noses and thick lips), ordered his troops 
to use them for artillery target practice, thereby 
defacing and destroying the recognizability of their 
African features. 

In conclusion, I, of course, do not expect any of 
this to make the least bit of difference to a Texo- 
racist like yourself or to see the light of day in print, 
but it is merely informational. 

Sincerely, 
Anonymous African Scholar 
Madison, Wisc. 
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Dear Anonymous: 

Well, now that you explained it so rationally, I 
guess all the white people for the last 10,000 years 
did conspire together to falsify all the information in 
the Encyclopedia Brittanica. But you forgot to men- 
tion the great tradition of scholars who refuse to sign 
their names to their opinions. I think that one came 
from Egypt, too. 


Joe Bob, 
I have been to the mountain, 
I have spoken with Moses, 
I have asked him the meaning of life, 
He said, “The meaning of life, my son, is in the 
envelope.” 
[enclosed in an envelope is a photo of a 911 
Carrera 4 Porsche] 
Gene Addington 
Hercules, Calif. 
Dear Gene: 
It’s fascinating when you California guys get 
religious. 


Hey there Joe Bob: 

Greetings from Death Row in Texas. I’m not 
kidding. I’ve been a fan of yours for years, even 
before coming here, so it’s not just this place that’s 
made me crazy. Mostly I have to catch your words of 
inspiration, wit and wisdom in various newsletters 
and papers when I can these days. 

I was thinking about something you said a while 
back about “there has never been a real prison opera 
ever written” and it’s true. I wonder why that is. ’m 
thinking maybe I just haven’t seen enough classic 
operas. I mean, hard to imagine no one doing an 
operatic treatment of The Count of Monte Cristo or 
something like that. If I knew what I was doing I 
suppose I’d try my hand at one. Jeezus, I’ve got the 
experience from being in here. Only my music skills 
suck and were not allowed any kind of musical 
instruments on “the Row’—forget the movies with 
guitars or even harmonicas. 

We do, however, have cable TV. So we do get to 
sometimes see some of the movies you rate. In fact, 
I’ve seen movies I wish I could have seen your 
critique of afterwards. I don’t like to admit it, but 
slasher flicks, Rambo/Eastman/Bronson movies and 
cop flicks (that one I don’t understand) are really 
popular down here. Me, I prefer the more clinical 
movies, like Brain Wave (I think that’s the title—it’s 
the one with a big worm who has Bing Crosby’s voice 
who injects drugs into people’s heads), Franken- 
hooker and Eraserhead (truly “weird fu”). 

One of the more memorable quotes I’ve heard 
about movies since I’ve been here was said to me in 
answer to my raised-eyebrow reaction at slasher 
flicks and everybody’s fascination with them here: 
“There’s nothing wrong with a good slasher flick. As 
long as it’s done in good taste.” Truly a classic 





statement in itself, but one with even more signifi- 
cance when one considers the context of the fact it 
was spoken without a hint of sarcasm. 

In all seriousness, though, this is not what one 
expects of this type of place. Not what it really is. The 
guys here are really some of the more peaceful people 
I’ve known. For the most part they’re just ordinary 
people who reacted to un-ordinary circumstances in 
un-ordinary ways. And the preference of hero mov- 
ies, cop movies and slasher flicks simply shows that 
they're pretty much well in the mainstream since 
that’s what everybody watches out there. I’m not 
sure if that reflects more negatively on us here or on 
society out there. 

Feel free to drop me a line. As you said, “to 
discuss the meaning of life,” or in my case “the 
meaning of death,” which is what all life eventually 
ends with anyway. I'll be here for another couple of 
years at least. By the way, one of the most accurate 
representations of life in prison I’ve ever seen was 
the movie An Innocent Man with Tom Selleck. Scary. 

Thanks for sharing your mind with the world, 
what’s left of it anyway (you decide which one). 

Peace, 
James L. Beathard 
#785, Death Row 
Texas Dept. of Corrections 
Huntsville, Tex. 
Dear Jimbo: 

Cable TV on Death Row? If I were you, I'd base a 
“cruel and unusual” appeal on that. 

We Are the Weird, by the way, is free to prisoners. 
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['ll put in an order for your subscription. But keep in 
touch. If your issue came back “Moved—Left No 
Forwarding Address,” I think we might get a little 
upset. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Maybe you can tell me what’s going on with these 
artist types out there? Iam a porcelain artist. I paint. 
I paint beautifully. On tiles, vases and plates, what- 
ever holds still. 

When I jury for shows, the potters don’t want me 
in their category because I don’t throw my own pots. 
They have a point. I am a painter after all. 

However, the oil painters and water colorists say 
the same thing. “She doesn’t make her own ground 
(that’s art talk for painting surface).” What I want to 
know is do you know of any oil painters who weave 
their own canvas? Name one—just one. If you can, 
what are all these painters who paint on store-made 
canvas doing out there in shows, galleries and the 
world in general throwing their weight around? 

The way I see it is—I paint, they paint. That’s 
even. I’m good, they’re good—that’s competition. My 
work is original, theirs is sometimes. I have to fire 
mine in a kiln so it will be dry and permanent. To 
keep all things equal—how about requiring their 
work be fired in a kiln? Also, how about a guarantee 
against color changes over time? My work doesn’t 
yellow. 

While you’re at it—ask the Fall Crafts Festival 
People in Baton Rouge why they refuse to jury my 
work. 

Have a nice day! 

D. Antonia Acock 

Corvallis, Ore. 
Dear Antonia: 

It warms the cockles of my heart to know that 
your art brings you so much joy. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Recently I was in Grenada in the West Indies— 
the island where we had the war. On the road to the 
airport is an abandoned drive-in in terrible disre- 
pair. The cab driver told me that the death blow came 
from VCRs and videos. 

It was a sad sight. 

I am afraid to sign my name because I live in a 
very PC university town. I might lose my reputation 
if friends and neighbors found out that I faithfully 
read your column. I have even read your book and— 
dark secret—We Are the Weird. 1am a closet Joe Bob 
fan. 

Anonymous 
Sacramento, Calif. 
Dear Anonymous: 

I've done a handwriting analysis on your letter 
and hired a private investigator in Grenada, who is 
interviewing every cab driver on the island. Soon you 
will be without work and homeless. 





Victory Over Communism! 


The Thunderbird Drive-In, on Springs Road 
north of Conover, North Carolina, had another 
great season under owner Jim Rumley, who re- 
cently took it over from his father Alfred. It’s still 
five bucks a carload (and they actually refund 
money when you have less than a carload), and 
their most popular features are horror films. They 
have a large picnic area and a weekend flea 
market, but the Rumley’s are best known in drive- 
in circles for the Rumley uncle who invented the 
suction-cup plastic all-weather windshield ex- 
tender (it was attached to car windshields during 
rainstorms so that the movie could be enjoyed 
without turning on the wipers). Pete Nelson of 
Morganton, North Carolina, and Dean Williams of 
Boone, North Carolina, remind us that, with eter- 
nal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 




















This Week's Contest 


Doug Brod of Clemson, South Carolina: “I just 
finished watching Hellraiser and Hellbound and I 
have a question for you: was Ashley Laurence in any 
other movies? I can’t find any. Also, can you give me 
a list of all movies that are based on H.P. Lovecraft 


stories?” 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the April 13 issue, Maritza di Meglio of San 
Francisco wrote: “Help! In the seventies a movie 
came out which played the Strand Theater over and 
over. I acted in that film—I was the psychopath deaf 
mute who got away without being killed. It’s a B 
movie with sado-masochistic, bloody and bizarre 
photography about a concentration camp run by a 
she-wolf. By the way, it’s called She-Wolf of the SS. 
I definitely deserve to have a copy. The video stores 
don’t have it. I looked everywhere. Is there a place I 
missed? Can you suggest or turn me on to a place 
where I can obtain a copy? Please let me know. I 
desperately want it. You’re the last resort for this 
retired actress/dancer who needs fun! God bless 
you.” 

Twelve readers sent in various locations where 
Maritza can buy a copy of Ilsa, She-Wolf of the SS, so 
our winner was chosen by drawing. 

And the winner is... 

Roberta Leibovitz of Bellevue, Washington: 


“Ilsa, She-Wolf of the SS (1975) is available from 
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Movies Unlimited Inc., 1-800-523-0823, #14-8000, 
for $59.99. Their blurb reads: ‘Graphic shock-fest 
about a Nazi ‘medical camp’ run by high-stepping, 
torture-loving woman, Ilsa, The Bitch of Buchenwald. 
Graphic acts of violence and nudity abound! Not for 
the squeamish! Dyanne Thorne stars. Classic of its 
kind! And don’t forget the Ilsa Four-Pack—‘the com- 
plete tetralogy of the goose-stepping femme fatale’s 
adventures are available in a money-saving gift 
pack.” 

Several other people recommended Movies Un- 
limited, 6736 Castor Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19149, 
including Cathy Blake of Santa Cruz, California, 
Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta, Roger Simpson of 
Anaheim, California, and Richard Wright of Albu- 
querque. 

Additional information came from Bob Purdue 
of Las Vegas: “There were four ‘Ilsa’ movies. They 
starred English actress Dyanne Thorne. She is cur- 
rently playing Vegas in ‘Sex Over 40’ at the Aladdin 
Hotel. The names of the Ilsa movies are: Ilsa, She- 


Big Book Savings With 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and get a copy of Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive- 


In for half price. Offer expires October 1, 1992. 
e Yes, here’s $40.95 for a year’s subscription and Joe Bob 
Goes Back to the Drive-In—$75.95 in foreign countries. 


(3 Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


O Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Binders and Back Issues 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on 
them, but all are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 
on it. The back reads: 


“The drive-in will never die.” 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. 


Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! 








Wolf of the SS, Ilsa, Harem Keeper of the Oil Sheikhs, 
Ilsa, the Tigress of Siberia, and Ilsa, the Wicked 
Warden.” 

Other locations where Ilsa is available include: 

Aardvark Video, 612 N. High St., Columbus, OH 
43215, 614-461-6302 (Harry Farkas of Columbus, 
Ohio). 

Marshall Discount Video, P.O. Box 328, Tren- 
ton, MI 48183, 313-671-5483 (Terry Maher of Stow, 
Ohio). 

Mike’s Video Outlet, Port Orchard, WA, 206- 
871-3186 (Doug Haberman of Bellingham, Wash- 
ington). 

Movie Stop of Atlanta (Gregory Nicoll). 

Parker Riggs, 6226 Darnell, Houston, TX 77074- 
7416 (Barrymore Tebbs of Cincinnati). 

Tower Video in San Diego (Robert Butler of 
New York). 

And Craig Hosoda of Santa Clara, California, 
offered to make Maritza a copy from his own per- 
sonal collection. 


One Year Subscription! 
Name 
Address 
City 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


| Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
| Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


St Zip 





| Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
| book. He'll write whatever you want. Really. 
| AGUIDETO ats 









WESTERS 
CIVILIZATION 





OE * 


Boecest | me 
| The Cosmic Wisdo 


m of Joe Bob Briggs, $17. 
| (TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


| A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
| (TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 


| (TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


| $2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 


Name 
| Address 
| City | 
| Charge Card # 
| Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
| Signature 


St Zip 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Books 


“The most useful film book of the last ten 
years” says Joe Bob. The Bare Facts Video 
Guide, Second Edition. Locate your favor- 
ite actor or actress nude on video tape with 
this 450 page book. Send $12.95 (includes 
S&H) to: The Bare Facts, P.O. Box 3255, 
Santa Clara, CA 95055-3255. 

Illiterature: Made-To-Fit Fiction for the 
Maladjusted. “Moe Howard Died For Our 
Sins,” “The Dirtiest Words in the World,” 
and 18 other hysterical stories from 
America’s small press. 124-page paperback, 
$5, Twin Rivers Press, POB 119-W, Ellenton, 
FL 34222. 

eo 

The Patent Duffer. 101 incredible inven- 
tions from the wacky world of golf. If Joe 
Bob played golf, he’d read this book! $19.95. 
Automatic Press Publishing, P.O. Box 
140966, Dallas, TX 75214. 1-800-369-6135. 


Fan Clubs 


Brinke Stevens Fan Club. Send SASE to 
8033 Sunset Blvd. #557, Hollywood, CA 
90046. Hot Stuff—Get It Now! 


Fanzines 


Lost Armadillos in Heat. Proof Texas is 


weird, funny. Sample: $2 cash. 1113 West 
31st, Austin, TX 78705. 

Sample America’s only tasteless joke news- 
letter free! Send SASE to Funny Pages, Box 
317025-D, Dayton, OH 45431. 

Gore Gazette—“The Granddaddy Of All 
Fanzines!” 12 years old and still going 
strong—The Rev. Rick Sullivan is guaran- 
teed to offend everyone! $1.50 for a sample 
to 469 Hazel Street, Clifton, N.J. 07011. 


Posters 


Get tacky! Send $2 for the world’s punniest 
catalog of horror, sky-fi and sleazoid movie 
posters. The Poster Pit, R.D. #3, Box 195, 
Catawissa, PA 17820. 


900 Numbers 


Love life a mess? Need direction? Talk live 
to a professional psychic astrologer at The 
Voice of Astrology, 1-900-370-1185, $1.95 
per minute, 18+. 


Personals 


Don’t Be Lonely This Summer! Silver Singles 
matches mature men and women seeking 
introductions. Clients are carefully screened 
with thoughtful consideration given to each 


client’s interests and personal history. We 
are not the biggest introduction agency but 
our clients think we’re the best! Dallas/Fort 
Worth area only. Call Sharis at 214-423- 
7115 today. 


Video Sales 


Nazis on Neptune! See Nightmare on Nep- 
tune, a 100-minute movie produced by video 
amateurs (soon to be seen on NBC)! Also, 
Lord of the Shadows, 110-minute horror 
flick! Send $19.95 plus $1.25 P/H each to 
Pantload Productions, 5722 Cragmont, 
Huber Heights, OH 45424. 
® 


Scream Queen Videos. Our free catalog has 
hundreds of rare videos featuring your fa- 
vorite femmes fatales from the U.S. and 
Europe. Many uncut versions. Buy any 
three videos and get Kidnapped Girls 
Agency, Linnea Quigley’s X-rated bondage/ 
fetish movie from 1980 as a free gift. Send 
return envelope to Video Vamp, 1483 N. Mt. 
Juliet Road, Suite 142, Mt. Julliet, TN 27122. 


- You must be 18. . 


Nudist Colony of the Dead video. Not just 


another toe-tapping musical-comedy-hor- 
ror extravaganza! $34.95 1-800-428-4029. 
V/MC. 3 


Music 


Knees Calhoun’s Doggerel Days: A 90- 
minute cassette with 32 irreverent tunes. 
$10! Send check to Fender Tucker, 443 
Gladstone, Shreveport, LA 71104. 


Wanted 


Monique Gabrielle’s appearance on Enter- 
tainment Tonight, week of April 19-24. Also, 
information on Emanuelle 5 starring 
Monique. Fellow fans, collectors, fan club 
info or anyone who knew her in her home 
town of Denver. Write Mr. Randy Hook, 
R.R. #1, Sydenham, Ontario, Canada KOH 
2T0. 
e 

Drive-In Photos—Send 35 mm photo and 
negative of an unusual drive-in marquee or 
screen tower. Include your name and loca- 
tion of photo. Sanders/Dusk to Dawn, 3109 
Drexel, Dallas, TX 75205. Will send custom 
Dusk to Dawn t-shirt in return. 


@ 

= 

; Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! ! 
Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 

| forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 

| The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 

| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


: Ad Copy 


| Section 
Name 


| 

| 

| 

: | $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word | 
Run the ad a second time at half price! | 
| 

| 

| 

| 
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Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 





